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FROM EDUCATION, AS THE LEADING CAUSE, 

THE PUBLIC CHARACTER ITS COLOUR DRAWS ; 
HENCE THE PREVAILING MANNERS TAKE THEIR CAST, 
EXTRAVAGANT OR SOBER, LOOSE OR CHASTE. 
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We lately and accidentally met witha little volume 
entitled « A world without souls ;” it is of a moral 
and satirical nature, and will well repay an atten- 
tive perusal. We have selected from it the follow- 
ing beautiful and touching history of * Caroline St. 
Amand ;”’ it will arouse the most latent feelings of 
sympathy and compassion ; and has exposed in mel- 
ancholy events the destructive vice of gambling, bet- 
ter than can be done in sermons or moralessays. It 
will prove a seasonable article to the gay and dissi- 
pated, and is a better Restorator than Julien or Vila 
ean furnish.—Boston Times. 


CAROLINE ST. AMAND. 


THERE are mutual rights which exist be- 
tween an author and his reader, and which he, 
who is disposed to violate had better neither 
write nor read. One of the clearest claims 
whicn a reader has upon him who proposes to 
amuse or instruct him, is some kind of history 
of every person who is distinguished among the 
characters of his drama. If, therefore, I have 
delayed to answer the multitude who have ask- 
ed, ** Who is madam de N. ?”’ it is not because 
I despised or resisted the inquiry, but because I 
knew that the flow of my tale would soon bring 
the history of the mother of Emily to our view. 
It is M. who tells it, and if my readers begin to 
know him, they will perhaps wish to hear it 
from his lips rather than from mine. 

It is well known that deve, to a man in love, 
is the topic, round which, as the bird round its 
nest, he will continually hover. It was so with 
Gustavus; and M. had in him, that relish for 
domestic scenery, that when the conversation 
-of his young companion thus settled to its cen- 
tre, he made no tangential efforts to fly off from 
it, One kind of philosophy, we read, proposed 


te govern the mind, as conquerors somctims le- 


gislate in the countries they subdue, by annihil- 
ating every thing that could resist. But with 
vat philosophy M, had not thought n neces- 
saty to make Custayus a¢quainted. He had 


taught him, however, the philosophy of Christ; | 


which takes the feelings as it finds them, and, 
leaving what is good in the heart, disciplines all 
that is rebellious. But is it wonderful, that at 
hisage, and scarcely familiar with his own prin- 
ciples, the turbulence of his love should some- 
times escape in unguarded expressions. 

It was a singular incident that struck out 
some expressions of this nature, and these again 
drew from M. the history of which we are in 
search. Our travellers were divided from the 
inhabitants of the next apartment, at an inn on 
the road, by a partition as slight as any thing of 
wood could be. But the walls of Thebes would 
have been almost insufficient to fortify them a- 
gamst the thunders of a tongue, which, with 








of the creature, to whom it belonged a very 
questionable point. To this was opposed a voice 
whose very tone proclaimed, that the owner of 
it could not have crushed the bruised reed.— 
But the stronger animal appeared to have no 
ear for it, and loaded the air with the most ter- 
rible imprecations. At intervals Gustavus was 
astonished to hear God and the sou/ summoned 
to sanction what seemed to be threats of fury, 
falsehood and impiety. His first inquiry natu- 
rally was, How those who had no souls, and 
could have no God, could swear by them ? 

“ A moment’s reflection wil! convince you,” 
said M. “that there is nothing more usual.— 
The ancients always swore by Styx, though not 
one in a million believed in the existence of 
such a river. They even made their Gods 
swear by it, although those who were supposed 
to know all things mustknow that the Styx nev- 
er flowed through any reyions, but the brains of 
a poet. In like manner atheists, perhaps, more 
than any other men, swear by a Deity; and em- 
ploy Aim as the agent of their curses, whose ve- 
ry being they deny, Orifthis explanation does 
not satisfy you, let the men of O. themselves do 
it. Charge them with oaths of this kind ; and, 
ioaman, they wilt teil vows Uhot they had ro 
meaning in them; so that you must not won- 
der, that they talk nonsense, when they mean 
nothing more.” 

“Thus far I must acknowledge,” replied 
Gustavus, “that those whe knew God would 
scarcely desire him as a witness of their own 
fury ; and that those whohad souls would scarce- 
ly stake them either upon a trifle, or a lic.” 

The conversation naturally soon turned upon 
the contrast of volce, manner, and character 
which was displayed by the two combutants in 
this war of words. 


“ These two things are obvious concerning 


+} > ous or fe ant “2 
them,” said M. “that tHéf are man and wife, | 


and that one is under the influence of rclicion 
and the other juaimted with it furriage, 
my dear Gustavus, is like some exquisite in- 
strument, which can be tuned only by the hand 
of Heaven. God, who made the hearts, alone 
can harmonize them, by the infusion of coinmon 
views and hopes and jevs.” It was here that 
those tempestuous fec lings in Gustavus of which 
we spoke, broke out ind proved that mansome- 
times bows to other idols, tham those of wood 
and stone. 

“‘¥imily then being the child af heaven-—she 
is—” he said hastily, “If may love her; but, 
even where she otherwise, | should still seek 
to lead her to the altir. Let her have Jove, and 
religion would follow.” 

“I wished never 
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9 tell you the history of 





to you. She therefore to whom younever turned 
a deaf ear, shall now teach you, my Gustavus. 

“ The first accents which Caroline St. Amand 
ever heard from the lips of her parents were 
those by which they taught her to honor God : 
und her knees were bent and her hands clasped 
in the attitude of devotion long before it was 
possible for her to know the object of prayer. 
-—They loved indeed to see her rehearse those 
scenes of piety which they trusted she would 
act upon the stage of life. SheJived with them 
therefore as in a tempie, and soon felt every 
where that fear of doing wrong, which even the 
worst will sometimes feel in spots sacred to ree 
ligion. ‘Those who are the fittest for eternity 
seem often to be first called to the enjoyment of 
it. Her father died suddenly by a fever, when 
she was ten years old; and her mother did not 
long survive him. The desire of her parents 
had been, that Caroline should be sent for the 
completion of her education to the place of her 
birth—a spot no less retired and romantic than 
St. Foy ; and where a person resided every way 
fitted for the task. It was there she became 
that enthusiast in nature we have found her ;~% 
and it was there she made her own those prin- 
ciples which the last breath of her nirents had 
bequeathed to her. She, at first, respeeted re? 
ligion for their sakes, and@ithen loved it for its 
own. At the age of cirhtecn, however, she wa 
summoned to the house ef one of her relations 
who had undertaken the charge of her. He was 
# man singular in no respect ; but one who, liv- 
ing in a capitel, walked with the great herds of 
it, neither bending to the right hand nor to the 
left to take an unusue! step in the way of virtue. 
As Caroline quitted those oaks, which, from a 
child, had waved their broad arms over her in 
defiance of the tempest; she thought whether 
the world would, amidstits own storms, provide 
her friends such as these ; and as they bowed 
their tall heads tothe passing wind, she ac- 
knowledged it as a sort of silent language by 
whch they bade her farewell. “If,” she said 
to her melanchely companion, “the spirit could 
take any vis-ble from, you would often see me 
wandering amidst these shades we have loved 
together." If not,” replied her aged friend, 
“‘] shall expect the spirit clsewhere.” Shesoon 
left her retirement, casting almost that ¢ long- 
ing lingering look behind,’ which they east who 
ure passing from one world to another. 

“ But she was at an age when our opinions sit 
loosely upon us ; aud when, if the feelings 
seem to take a deeper hold, stiil they are ready 
to quit it for any new object. . It is not a mate 
ter of surprise, therefore, ifshe had not long 
been placed in her new residence when she bes 
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gan to feel the influence of that fascination 
which the walls of a great city are known toex- 
ercise upon those whom they encircle. The 
child of solitude, indeed, usually goes into the 
world unfit for the conflicts of it. As Caroline, 
for instance, had always been accustomed to find 
her pleasures in the field of her duties, she nev- 
er ventured to separate them; and thus, not 
suspecting that, in Paris, what seemed the hap- 
piest might not always be the best, she did not 
scrupulously examine the amusements propos- 
edto her. And besides, as she had now ex- 
changed the rocks and trees, her former com- 
Pinions, for living creatures, she soon caught 
something of the surrounding animation, and 
began rather to court dissipation than to retreat 
from it. ( To be continued. ) ) 
eins 


AN EXTRACT FROM A SPANISH MANUSCRIPT. 


IN a romantic spot on the confines of Spain 
there has been discovered a tomb of venerable 
appearance, adorned with emblematical sculp- 
ture, representing giants destroyed, magicians 
imprisoned, and coats of mail lying useless ; 
but the most striking figure in the group, is 
Satire trampling on Vice, laughing at Folly, 
and pointing at the following inscription : 

“ With .n rests the friend and servant of the 
ablest satirist, ever registered in the chronicles 
af fame, Miguel Cervantes. 

“ Tnis friend made his first appearance in 
Spain towards the beginning of the seventeenth 
century, yet he may exist to the end of time. 
He was the constant companion of his master, 
the cheerer of his life, the dispeller of his gloom, 
the sharer of his fame.* He differed from all 
Mankind; they improve as they grow taller ; 
his fame increased as he got shorter! On the 
decease of his employer he was deposited in 
this tom, nor wilihe again appear until a mas- 
ter can be found equal to his former. Though 
uh .bsolute slave, yet he was never disgraced in 
the support of vice, the degredation of virtue, 
or the malice of party ; never once did his effu- 
sions cost modesty a blush, or innocence a tear! 
he never ridiculed or raised a laugh at religion 
or morality, yet he was always employed to un- 
mask the hypocrite. Satire was his forte, and 
with his movements like the circles of a magi- 
cian’s wand he could produce a sort of talisman 
aga'nst vice and folly. He ridiculed general 
¢rrors, but never descended to personality. — 
To sum up all, he was a bee distilling honey 
from the most noxious weeds, and possessed of 
a sting to preserve his sweets from the attacks 
of the wasp.” 

Here the inscription ended :—some> would- 
be wits, and fool hardy travellers, on reading 
this enigma, broke open the tomb, and found a 
worn down old pen !——they were of course much 
disappo'nted ; but as soon as it was understood 
that the pen of Cervantes had been found, ail 
the modern authors came in shoals to claim it. 
— How shall I relate the sequel. When they 
brought their works as certificates to be com- 
pared with the inscription, not one was to be 
found, but what was contaminated by vice, jaun- 
diced with party, corrupted by immorality, or 
yitiated with malice ! ‘so that the pen is now to 


, 





* Vide the conclusion of Don Quixotte. 
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change its former habitation, ahd be consigned © 


for ever to the cave of oblivion. 
———2 +o - 
For the Guardian. 
Messrs. PRINTERS, 

By inserting the following communication 
in your paper you will oblige a subscriber, and 
a friend of the Albany Rifle Company. 

Your’s, kc. 


AT atime like the present, when we are 
menaced with formidable dangers from almost 
every quarter, it must be highly gratifying to ey- 
ery well-wisher of his country, to see thata mil- 
itary spiritispervading the youthful partof the 
community.—A few days since I was very much 
pleased with the appearance of the “ ALBANY 
RiFLEMEN,” & new uniform company, under 
the command of Captain Samuel M. Lockwood. 
The display of this company, from the novelty 
of their dress, and the peculiarity of their exer- 
cise, excited a very considerable degree of in- 
test and curiosity ; and the eager enquiries of 
4‘ Who is the captain? How long has this com- 
pany been in existence ‘” &c. prevailed among 
the spectators. And when it was answered, 
that this was only the second time that they had 
appeared in uniform, and that but a very short 
period had elapsed since such a company had 
been contemplated, the general surprise evin- 
ced that it was almost impossible to have ac- 
quired so soon such a proficiency in the various 
military manouvres as was exhibited by them. 

I was present when the company paraded in 
front of the captain’s door, and observed the 
forming of company by the orderly sergeant, 
and the delivering up the same to the captain, 
on his sallying from the house, which was done 
im a style equal, if not superior, to any thing 
of the kind I had ever witnessed. The unaf- 
fected ease and grace with which the captain 
took charge of the company ; the audible, clear, 
and distinct manner in which he gave the words 
of commatd, and the general unassuming de- 
portment he exhibited, added to the different 
evolutions performed before marching from 
the house, were certainly elegant, and received, 
as they well merited, the grateful encomiums 
of the numerous spectators.—A spirit so lauda- 
ble in the captain and those concerned in rais- 
ing this company cannot fail to excite admira- 
tion, and ought to stimulate every young man, 
who feels emulous of -exceiling in a science at 
once so 1seful and honorable as that of the mil- 
jtary, to equip and range himself without de- 
lay into this or some other uniform company. 

OBSERVER. 
——eEo— 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER. 
A FRAGMENT. 


THE sun had just ceased to illuminate the tops of 
those majestic wountains whose hoary ridges are in- 
accessible to human steps, when Leander entered the 
vale which led to the beautiful little village «f ——. 
Rich autumn had crowned with mellow teints the fer- 
tile prospect, and promised to reward the toils of the 
industrious husbandman with the most ample produce. 
Struck with the rich variety of the surrounding coun- 
try, he gave wing to the imagination, and indulged a 
train of reflections on the happiness and comforts of a 
British peasant, who could live free from those dread- 
ful anxieties whichtortu're the breasts of the thou- 
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‘gands who are every moment trembling for their prop- 


erty, lest the imperious mancate of some petty tyrant 
should invade the natural privileges of mankind, and 
usurp their little all. , 

Leander had a heart attuned to the miseries of hu- 
man nature. He contemplated, in idea, this truly de. 
grading cavicatura with the most pungent sensations, 
till the sight of a village laborer, returning from his 
daily toil, recalled his attention to the more pleasing 
contrast. The old man’s features glowed with cheer- 
fulness and health, and indicated the utmost compo- 
sure of mind, as he amused himself, ahd gave a turn to 
the general silence, with his evening song. Leander 
pictured to himself the partner of his little cares anx- 
iously waiting his return, whilst her endearing affec- 
tion decked the oaken utensil with her choicest cates 
—hard fare, perhaps, but simply luxuriant. Their lit- 
tle ones, lost in the sweet oblivion of sleep, whose in- 
nocent and ruddy complexions bespoke them uncon. 
taminated with the infantine vices of the metropclis, 
afforded the fond parents the most exquisite delight ; 
all was harmony and tranquility. 

But, ah! my friend, little dost thou know the sor- 
rows which at this moment agonize the bosoms of the 
inhabitants of his cottage. Ere he had well reached 
the door of his humble dwelling, he was accosted with 
—* Ah! master, for pity’s sake relieve the distresses 
of 2 poor wounded soldier, who has travelled these 
three days without bread, save the remnant of a loaf, 
which the charity of an unprotected widow supplied 
me with,”—the poor mendicant at the same time ear- 
nestly soliciting a night’s lodging. Misfortune seem- 
ed to have anticipated the furrows of age, and his faul- 
tering voice bespoke the feelings of a troubled mind. 
One arm wes slung through an old silk handkerchief, 
whilst a ragged pair of trowsers half concealed’ his 
necessary appendage,—a wooden leg. The good old 
villoger, who’e compassion to the unfortunate, on re- 
collecting the widow’s mite, 1 would say charity, wag 
well known, and to whom misfortune was at all times 
a sufficient recommendation, readily invited him to 
partake of such cheer as his cot afforded. But what 
were the agitations of the whole family, when the old 
man’s daughter recognized in the person of the stran- 
ger the altéred features of her husband, the father of 
her chitdren. ‘“ It is! Oh, my William!” 

Reader, hast thou ever tasted the rapturous sensa- 
tions which arise from a happy union of mutual Jove 
or peradventure, thou hast felt the pangs which va 
the heart when separation has robbed of the ob- 
ject of thy affections ; if thou hast experienced these, 
thine own heart can best inform thee what had 
in the bosom of Mary, as she gazed on the mutilated 
limbs of him with whom she had erst enjoyed go much 
happiness. . Surprise rivitted attention, while he relat- 
ed the various sieges he had witnessed, and the he- 
roic acts he had performed in the field, where the en- 
emy’s cannon deprived him of two of his limbs. The 
dreadful idea quite overpowered her, and she sunk in. 
to the arms of her astonished parent,***** 


—— 


THE DEAR DECEIVERS. 
( From a French Fournal.} 


‘* HOW deceitful are men!” said, the day before 
yesterday, the amiable Julia, wiping away with her 
fair hand a tear which flowed down her reddened 
cheek.-—"* Oh, my dear Amanda, never trust in their 
oaths : fly their company and become wise by the ex- 
perience of thy unhappy friend. If you knew how he 
had feigned affection, with what grace he declared it, 
with what ardor he looked on me, on the evening pre- 
ceding the very day on which I learned his base 
treachery—if you knew with what pleasure I listened 
to him ; how much I was moved by his looks, his ac- 
cent, his supposed love—Yet was his love in reality 
devoted to another !"—*« I hear some one coming,” — 
said Amanda: * It is him !” 

* How, Sir, is it you ?"— Yes, my dearest Julia ! 
itis I: 1 come to throw myself at your feet, and ask 
a thousand pardons for having been one day without 
seeing you. I alone am the sufferer: but you might 
have imagined—” ¢ I have imagined nothing, or ra. 
ther I have forgotten every thing on seeing you again. 






































Where have you been ?”—* I have been to the coun- 
try.”—** Ig that all.”~-*« Yes.”—"* My dear Amanda, 
I alone am to blame.” 





“How deceitful are women!” said, yesterday 
morning, young Sainville, to his friend Germeuil :— 
“¢ Honey is on their lips, and poison in their hearts.— 
You know how fondly I loved Eugenia, and how many 
sacrifices I have made to that love: but do you know 
in what manner she rewarded my aflections ? She has 
Sacrificed me to that blockhead, Arnonville : he alone 
is in favor with her: she receives his letters, and has 
presented him with her portrait.”—* Are you sure of 
that ”’—*« Sure ! it is as clear as day.—It is intolera- 
ble : L renounce for ever both women and love !” As 
he concluded these violent expressions they reached 
the door of Eugenia. Eugenia was in the balcony.— 
«* Adieu, Germuile ; I will go up to her, and upbraid 
her with her conduct.” 

«You are going out, madam ?”—* Yes, my dear 
Sainville.”—* Alone ?”—** No.”—** Do you expect a- 
ny person !”—* I was certain you would come.”— 
*« And Arnonville, perhaps ?’—** What !: jealous ? so 
much the better.”—-* Inconceivable woman! what 


- pleasure you take in tormenting me.”—** You torment 


yourself, Sainville : your disordered imagination alone 
torments you.”—** What am I to think of those let- 
ters, that portrait ?’—* I have received no letters but 
from you, nor given any portrait to any person but 
yourself."—* Ah then 1 alone am in fault: let me 
fondly entreat your pardon for my foolish suspicions.” 


ae 


Korzesve, inhis travels from Berlin to Paris, thus 
notices one of the Curiosities in the Museum of French 
monuments: 


*““ WHAT an oppressive sensation of woe seized 
me, upon stepping into that closet, whose style of 
architecture announces the twelfth century ! O! these 
pillars, these ruins, once belonged to the Paraclete, 
and in the middle of them is a tomb—’tis ABELAnD’s! 
~the identical sepulchre which Peter the venerable 
dedicated to his friend. Here lies Abelard, with his 
head reclined, and his arms folded. Near him repo- 
ses his faithful mistress ; and the heads of these in- 
teresting figures are impressions taken by the sculp- 
tor; and, what is more than all, this tomb actually 
contains the united ashes of the two lovers—Abelard ! 
Heloisa! this stone calls out tome. I lay my hand 
upon it: Cold stone ! I am going to say, and sudden- 
ly draw it back, for this stone is not cold | An inscrip- 
tion, of which Marmontel is said to be the author, is 
80 simply beautiful, that I gladly transcribe it : 


“ Hic 
Sub eodem Marmore jacent 
Hujus monasterii 
Conditor Perrus ABELARDUS 
Et abbatissa prima HE Lotsa, 
Olim studiis, ingenio, «more, infaustis nuptiis 
Et penitentia, 
Mune 2terna, quod speramus, Felicitate conjuncti. 
* Here Kr, 
tinder the same marble, 
Pertn ABELARD, 
The founder of this convert, 
and 
HeLotsa, 
Its first abbess, 
Pormerly united in studies, genius, love, 
unhappy wedlock, and repentance, 
Now, as we hope in eternal happiness. 


THE GUARDIAN. 


Ausayy, August 6th, 1808. 


SPAIN IN AN UPROAR. 

The arrival of a vessel at New-York in 2 days from 
Norijolk, brings a Norfolk paper of the 28th of July, 
which furnishes some further important particulars of 
the commotions in Spain. The usurpation of supreme 
power by Murat, as Lieutenant-General of the empire, 
has caused general indignation amongst the Spaniards, 
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and “neasures are organizing with the greatest celeri- 
ty and enthusiasm for the purpose of endeavoring to af- 
fect the restoration of their liberties. With the co-op- 
eration of the English fleet, five French sail of the line 
and a frigate have been captured and taken posses- 
sion of by the Spaniards.—Our limits will not enable 
us to furnish a proper detailed account, we most there- 
fore refer our readers to the very interesting let- 
ters published in the papers of this week, for the par- 
ticulars of the events which have taken place. 





To the Editor of the Mercantile Advertiser. 


As it may be interesting to the public to know the 
particulars of Captain Ichabod Sheffield’s throwing 
over the Turks in the Mediterranean, from on board 
the schooner Mary Ann, after having been captured 
by an Algerine frigate of 44 guns, and being in their 
possession four days, Ihave procured them as cor- 
rectly as I could, and now lay the same before the 
public through the medium of your paper, hoping he 
and his brave companions, who so justly merit the 
bounty of their countrymen, may not go unrewarded 
for risking their lives in so desperate an undertaking. 

Your’s, A SUBSCRIBER. 


On the 25th October last, within the straits of Gi- 
braitar, saw a sail to the northward. On her bearing 
down she proved to be a frigate with English co- 
lours. After firing three shot, which fell near us, the 
schooner hove to—Whien alone side they hauled down 
the English colours, and hoisted the bioody flag. They 
sent their boat on board and took out the captain and 
three men. After two hours detention, the boat re- 
turned with the captain on board the schooner, ac- 
companied by nine Algerines, all armed, who steered 
direct for Algiers. Being in their possession upwards 
of 90 hours, the captain held a consultation with the 
mate and cook, when fearing they should never again 
see the United States, they chose rather to die than 
submit as slaves for life to Turkish tyranny. The 
veseel at this time was within three miles of the land, 
and in sigiit of the shipping in the harbor of Algiers. 
Accordingly the cuok was stationed at the pump, and 
the mate at the- cabin door, when the captain threw 
the grains over the quarter into the sea. Four of the 
Turks went to the side to see if he had caught a fish. 
The captain then seized the prize master, and threw 
him overboard ; the mate at the same time seized the 
one next to him, and-did the like ; the cook then came 
to their assistance, and they threw over the third — 
The remaining six attacked them very furiously with 
handspikes. ‘The captain clinched the second prize 
master and threw him into the sea, while the mate and 
cook killed two, Of the remaining three, two who re- 
fused te submit were killed ; one they preserved, and 
carried safely into Naples, where the vessel fortunate- 
ly arrived after six days. 

During the contest the captain and mate received 
several desperate blows from the Turks ; and while 
they were on board they compelled the captain and 
mate to go aloft in navigating the vessel. 





It was reported this forenoon that Morgan Lewis, 
late Governor of this state, is appointed Secretary of 
War, and that Gen. Dearborne is made Collector of 
the Customs for the port of Boston.-—-W. Y. £. Post. 

Distressing Catastrephe—We learn from Upper- 
Canada, that on the Ast inst. a raft passed down the 
river St. Lawrence, valued at 190,000 dollars, on board 
of which were 100 men , it was taken by the tornado, 
15 miles below Three ives, end totally destroyed, 
and 97 of the men drowne!—three only of the 100 
men reached the shore.-Vermoat paper of Fuly 16. 

We learn with much pleasure, that proposals will 
be issued in a few days at Bostow, for publishing the 
literary works of the Fon. Fisuen Axgs. 

New Invention--Mi. James Richmond, a young 
man residing in the towm o Livingston, Columbia 
county, has invented a JOA’. which will move at the 
rate of 3 or 4 miles an hour, ag inst both wind and tide, 





without the assistance of eit er Steam, Sails or Oars 


‘Mr. Rom 
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MARRIED—On Monday evening last, by the Rev. 
eyn, Mr. BENEDICT LEWIS, Jun. té- 
Miss JANE GRIFFIN, both of this city. 

On the 28th ult. by the Rev. Mr. Peck, Mr. JO- 
SEPH SEYMOUR, to Miss ABIGAIL CARLOW 
—And Mr. LAWRENCE STOREY, to Miss NAN«~ 
CY N. CARLOW, all of this city. 





DIED—In this city, on Monday the 27th ult. Mrs. 
MARIA CHARLES, widow, aged 69 years. 

At his seat, at Spring-Hill, near Flushing, on the 
24th ult. in the 56th year of his «ge, EZEKIEL ROB- 
INS, Esq. an old pre i respectable inhabitant of the ci- 
ty of New-York. 


an Albany Bathing-House. 


T HE subscriber has opened his BATHS, at No 3, 
Green-street, where Ladies and Gentlemen may 
be accommodated with Warm and Cold Baths, frem 
6 o’clock in the morning to 9 in the evening. He has 
also an excellent Shower-Batu, and a very light 
portable Bath, for the accommodation of those whe 
wish to buthe ut their own rooms. 

D. M‘DONALD. 








Albany, Sune 30, 1808. 
‘THOMAS CARSON, 


ili. 





Watch & Clock Maker & Jeweler. 


In StatTE-Sprerr, 

NFORMS his friends and the public that 

he continues to carry on the abeve busines6 
(at the Stand lately occupied by John Stilwell) 
in its several branches, and that he has new on 
hand, amongst a general assortment of other 
goods in his line, the following choice collec 
tion of Kancy Articles :— 

Gold and silver Watches ; gold, pearl, and 
plain ear and finger Rings; gold watch chains. 
Seals and Keys; gold Beads; Breast-piis, 
Bracelets ; silver table anu Teu-spoons ; piaiy 
and ornamented tortoiseshell and horn Combs. 
&e. &c. ! 

N.B. All orders in his line will be thankiui. 
ly received and punctually attended to. 

Albany, June 11th, 1808. 
ee eetepeiiens : — 

Select Drawing School. 

L. LEMET 

PURPOSES to recommence the instruction 

of a select number in the art of Drawina, 
Those Ladies and Gentlemen who wish to ems 
ploy him are requested to apply early, as he«does 
not intend the number of his scholars shall ex- 
ceed twelve. 

Communications for him left at Mr. T. P. 
Jones’ Room will be duly attended to. 


; —— 
VAN BENTHUYSEN & WOOD, 
OFFER FOR SALE, 
(At a discount of 15 to 20 per cent.) 


About Five Hundred Volumes of Books. 
The following worke are amongst the asssortment ¢ 
Brtisx CLASSICS, 39 vols. (with plates) Sa- 

cred do. 10 vols. (plates) Hume’s England, 8 vola, 
Adolphus’ do. 3 vols, Hume’s Essays, 2 vols. Robert 
son’s Charles V. 3 vols. Chatterton’s Works, 3 vols. 
Sterne’s do. 8 vols. Thomson’s do. 2 vols. Cowper’s 
do. 2 vols. Young’s do. 4 vols. Gray’s do. Pursuits of 
Literature, Johnson’s Lives, 4 vols. Ferguson’s Lece 
tures, 2 vols. Goldsmith’s Greece, 2 vols. Godwin’s 
Political Justice, 2 vols. Rollin’s Belles Lettres, 
vols. Monthly Register, 3 vols. Moore’s Travels, 
vcls. Spectator, 6 vols. Lavator, &c. &¢.—most 
above works are elegantly bound in calf and guilt” 


BLANKS. ie 
Far Sale at the Bookstore of the Gugrdigg. 
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POETRY. 


For the €xuardian. 








Mesere. Printers, 
. If you think the following lines worthy of a place in 
the Guardian, you will gratify the wishes of one of 
your friends and readers by giving them an insertion. 
—They are extracted from the poetical works of Wil- 
liam Somerville. 

‘TO A YOUNG LADY, 
Who spent the Night in tears, upen a report that her 
Brother was to fight a Duel the next morning. 


PASTORA weeps, let every lover mourn, 
Her grief is no less fatal than her scorn : 
‘Those shining orbs inflict an equal pain, 
O’erflow’d with tears, or pointed with disdain, 
When doubts and fears invade that tender breast, 
Where peace, and joy, and love, should ever rest, 
As flow’rs deprived of the sun’s genial ray, 
Earthward we bend, and silently decay ; 
In spite of all philosophy can do, 
Our hearts relent, the bursting torrents flow : 
We fael her pains, and propagate her woe. 
- Each mournful Muse isments the weeping fair, 
‘The Graces all their comely tresses tear ; 
ove drags his wings, and droops his little head, 
And Venus mourns as for Adonis dead. 
Patience, dear maid! rior without cause complain ; 
O lavish not those precious drops in vain : 
Under the shield of your prevailing charms 
Your happy brother lives secure from harms ; 
Your bright resemblance all my rage disarms. 
Your influence unable to withstand, 
The conscious steel drops from my trembling hand; 
Low at your feet the guilty weapon lies, 
‘The foe repents, and the fond lover dies. 
Avveas Uius by men and Gods pursu’d, 
Feeble with wounds, defil’d with dust and blood, 
Beauty's bright goddess interpos’d her charms, 
. And sav’d the hopes of Troy from Grecian arms. 


A 


CHATTERTON. 


Lhe fellowing lines appeared in a late London publi- 
cation as the production of Chatterton. They have 
never before been.published ; and are said to have 
been preserved by a Lady, who copied them many 
years ago from the original, written in the hand of 
hat delightful and unfortunate Poet. They are sup- 
posed to have been composed, while his mind was 
engaged in that fatal conflict under which it finally 
suok. 


RESIGNATION. 


0, GOD! whose thunders shake the sky, 
Whose cye this atom globe surveys, 

To thee, my only rock, I fly, 
Thy Mercy in thy justice praise. 


The mystit mazes of thy will, 
The shadows of celestial night, 
Are past the pow’rs of human skill, 
But whet the Eternal acts is right. 


O teach me, in this trying hour, 
When anguish swells the dewy tear, 
To still my sorrows, own thy power, 
Thy Goodness love, thy Justice fear 


If in this bosom aught but Thee, 
Encroaching, scught a boundless sway, 
Omniscience could the danger see, 
And Mercy take the-cause away. 


‘Then why, my soul, dost thou complain ? 
Why, drooping, seek the last recess ? 
Shake off the melancholy chain ; 
For God created all to bless, 


Wat, ah! my Dreast is human still, 
The rising sigh the falling tear, 

My languid vitals, feeble rilleay 
The sickness of my soul declare. 
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But yet with fortitude resign’d, 
I'll thank the inflictor of the blow ; 

Forbid the sigh, compose my mind, 
Nor let the gush of mis’ry flow. 


The gloomy mantle of the night, 
Which on my sinking spirit steals, 
Will vanish at the morning light, 
Which God, my East, my Sun, reveals. 
——— 
EPIGRAM. 
THE CREMONA. 


DIVINE Performer ! words are weak 
To praise the master touch you give ; 
He makes the fiddle almost Speas ! 
A true Cremona as I live. 


Bless me, thought Tom, what’s,this about, 
(Tom made the fiddle in the Strand) 

It’s well it does not cuite speak out, 
’T would spoil a plenteous stock in hand. 





—_——- 
——— 





MONITORIAL. 





AN ESTIMATE OF POVERTY. 


BY ISAAC BARROW, D. D. 

AMI poor? This condition, rightly weigh- 
ed, is not so very bad, For, what is poverty ? 
—W hat but the absence of a few unnecessary 
things, which please wanton fancy, rather than 


sily satisfied ; and which, if we do not desire, 
we cannot want? What is it, but to wear coarse 
clothes—to feed on plain and simple food—to 


work and take pains—to sit or to go in a lower 


place—to have no heaps of cash, or hoards of 
gain—to keep no retinue—to have few friends 
and no flatterers? And what great harm is there 
in this? It is a state which has divers advanta- 
ges, and many convgniences and comforts con- 
nected with it. Its happy fruits and consequen- 
ces, free us from many cares and distractions 
—from many troubles and crosses—many in- 
cumbrances, temptations, langors and distem- 
pers of body. It frees us from many grievous 
mischiefs to which wealthis exposed. It main- 
tains health, industry, and sobriety. It pre- 
serves from luxury, satiety, sloth, and unwield- 
iness. It disposes us to feed heartily, move 
nimbly, and sleep sweetly. It leads to disposi- 
tions of mind, freedom, and leisure to at- 
tend to the study of truth, and acquisition 
of virtue. It is a state which many have borne 
with great cheerfulness ; and many very wise 
and eminently good men have voluntarily em- 
braced. It isallowed by divive wisdom to most 
men, the best often endure it. God has declar- 
ed a special regard to persons in this state, 
Psalm x. verse 14. xxxv. 10. xviii. 10. lix. 33. 
Ixxil. 4, 13. cxl. 12. ex!vi.7. Isa. Ivii. 15. Ixvi. 2. 
James ii. 5. The wordof truth has pronounced 
them happy, in having the gospel preached to 
them. Jcsus Christ hath canct fied this state 
by partaking deeply of it; and by choosing the 
poor of this world, rich in faith, and heirs of the 
kingdom. Can such & condition, theny be very 
loathseme ? Can it reasonably displease us? 
Ought we to murmrr at it? Should we not, 
from the above considerations, rather be thank- 
ful for it, than complain ? 


oe 





| GoopxEss of heart, and openness of temper, 
notwithstanding they -iye great comfort with- 








answer real need—without which nature is ea- | 













so 


in, and administer to an honest pride, alas! 
will by no means do our business in this world ; 
prudence and circumspection are necessary e- 
ven to the best of men. They are, indeed, as it 
were, a guard to virtue, without which we can 
never be safe. Itis not enough that your de~ 
signs, nay that your actions are jatrinsically 
good, you must take care that they appear s0. 


Se ILS 


SCRAPIANA. 

Women (says Roustean) have an extreme 
flexibility and fluency of tongue ; they talk a 
great deal more easily and more agreeably than 
men. ‘They are accused of talking more, and 
so they ought—that which is advanced as a re- 
proach, I conceive to be a commendable part 
of their character. The mouth and eyes have 
with them an equal degree of activity. Men 
say what they think, women what they please. 
Knowledge is necessary to one, and taste to the 
other ; the object of the former ought to be the 
useful, that of the latter the agreeable. Their 
discourse ought to have no forms in common 
except the forms of truth. 


‘ 
a 


Tue gallery of the Theatre in Paris is called 
Paradise. One evening the Dutchess of Or- 
leans took it into her head to go and sit there 
with only one attendant. A young military 
officer happened to be seated near her, who 
was very Officious and attentive to her during 
the evening, and invited her to a supper he had 
bespoke, which she seemed to accept.—On de- 
scending from the gallery, the officer was as- 
tonished at beholding the equipage and nume- 
rous attendants of the Dutchess, and was about 
making off, when she called out to him to re- 
mind him of the supper. He replied,‘ Mad+ 
am, in Paradise we are all equal; but I 
am not insensible to the respect which is due to 
your Ladyship on earth.” ‘This ingenious re- 
ply gained for hima seat in the carriage and 
at the table of the Dutchess. 


= SS __—_—E————— 
NEW HAT STORE. 
RICHARD VAN KLEECK, 


No. 18, Court-Srreer, 
pees his friends and the public that he 
has opened his Hat Srorg, at two doors 
north of the Court-House : Where he has now 
on hand, and is constantly manufacturing, agen 
eral assortment of the most fashionable Piaig 
and Mirrrary HATS; which will be dispose 
ed of onthe most reasonable terms.—He re- 
spectfully solicits the favors of the public, and 
will be happy to receive and attend to all.ordens 
in his ‘line. 
N.B.-Old Hats trimmed and repaired at the 
shortest notice, and on moderate terms. 
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DURABLE [K.—vonr MARKING LINRY. 


_ A quantity (warranted to be of the best qual- 
ity) can be had at the Office of the Guardian, 
in phials, either by the dozen or single. 
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